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PREFACE, 




iOST of the Poems in this volume have 
already appeared during the last ten 
years in my own paper, " The Labour 

News/* or in other journals circulating chiefly among 

working people. 

Some, as vagrant verses, have found their way 
across seas and come back to me on the wings of the 
press as pleasant surprises from distant lands. 

At the suggestion of some who say they would be 
glad to have my verses in a cheap collected form I now 
send forth this volume, the writing of which has 
afforded a pleasant solace to a busy life, and which 
may perhaps meet with kindred mood in other minds. 



PBEFA CE. 



The "Poor Law Ehymes" were written in 1871, 
and most therefore now be read with a regard to the 

changes which a decade of improved administi'ation 
may seem to suggest. There is still, however, I 
venture to think, ample room for "Rhymes with 
Reason" on this subject. 

Ballads in Advocacy of Temperance may, perhaps, 
also require a similar explanation. 

•'The Doomed Ship" was written as far back as 
1857. 

ALSAGER HAY HILL- 

15, Russell Street, 

CovEXT Garden, London. 
March, 1881. 
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A HOUSEHOLD QUEEN. 




I HE moved among us like a star, 

That heavenward takes its silent way. 
For friend and guest, from near or far. 
There fell the same assuring ray. 

"Whatever task the day might bring. 

She met it with a swift dehght. 
As bee among the blooms of Spring, 

At morning, afternoon, or night. 

She held short converse as she went, 
(Her smile was more than any song). 

But everywhere her presence sent 
Sweet messages that lingered long. 



A UOUSEUOLD QU££y. 



The old man tottering as he passed, 
The wee child toddling up the stair, 

Both turned^ and half in envy cast 
Fond eyes on one so meekly fair. 

She took their tribute as a queen, 
Whose royal nature asks no dower, 

Her crown, if such had ever been, 
Was woven of the heart's-ease flower. 

When sorrow came, as come it will. 
However safe be hearth and home. 

Her patient beauty serving still. 
Would teach us more than any tome. 

Few words had she for those who wept. 
The comfort of the kindly eye. 

She knew was better— bo she kept 
Such balms as Croesus could not buy. 
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In times of mirth her quiet smile 
Would lighten into radiant joys. 

So merrj seemed she, for awhile 
The nursery half forgot its toys. 

In every tide, in every mood. 

She gave us what we wanted most. 
Her eager spirit, unsubdued, 

Knew best, yet never uttered boast. 

But where, and who is this sweet fay ? 

To whom not half her due is paid. 
She lived — and died, ah me ! the day ! 

— ^A simple village serving maid. 
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BY AN OLD MILL STREAM. 




ONDEE'S the old mill stream. 
Still lagging on as of yore, 
And the idle willows gleam 
On either shore, 

*' Hardly a change," you say, 
For the mossy wheels go on, 

And it seems but yesterday 
We came with John. 

Deep in the shade we sat. 
Tinder the alders there ; 

Oh, for the boyish chat. 
And the fisher's fare ! 



BY AN OLD MILL STREAM. 



Hark to the ousers note ; 

Over the stream he goes ! 
In that pool, by the boat. 

The big fish rose. 

The king-fisher comes— ah me ! 

Blue as the skies in May ; 
Why thus glitter and flee. 

As yesterday ? 

"Where, then, is one ? you ask. 
He that sat with us here — 

Has he finished his task ? 
Yes, brother dear. 

Yes, it is good we rest 
Here as in days gone by ; 

All has been for the best — 
God knoweth why. 




BY THE OLD MILL STREAU. 



Here's to the old mill stream — 
Fount of our deepest joy ; 

Man in his saddest dream 
Is more than boy I 
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SNOW FLAKES. 




{HE snowflakes come. 
Ah bitter cold thcj come^ 
Not on the rich man's far. 
But into the poor man's home. 

The snow flakes fall. 

Oh happy dancing flakes. 
And boys to their schoolmates call. 
Along the sheeted lakes. 

Oh cmel dancing snow! 

Our life is as thou art — 
TVTien shall our joy and woe, 

Melt Viith thee and depart ? 
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IX THE STREET. 




££N in the street one day. 
And sou«]^ht for since, but in vain. 
Was it December or Maj ? 
And shall I sec her again ? 

One of the flowers that drop. 

Oat of the hands of God, 
Why shonid a busy man stop. 

Searching about on the sod ? 

Some one has trodden her down. 

Into the cold wet clay, 
" Only some girl of the Town," 

Is that all yon can say ? 



IN THE STREET. 9 

Then I pass with a dim despair. 

And gather the flowers I find. 
But the thought of that lost one there 

Is more than all left behind. 



. --» r-iCLf Cf^a .JftPt o A fli. 
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A FLOWER BY TEE WAY. 




SAW thee in thine early youth. 
And sec thee now as then ; 
For flowing years but deepen truth 
To loving ken. 

In busy haunts from hour to hour, 

'Mid weight of worldly care. 
Sweet thoughts of such a heavenly flower, 

IIow welcome there I 

For thine the holy looks that bear 

The message lost of old. 
Another Eden and more fair, 

Thou dost unfold. 



A FLOWER BT THE WAT, 11 

And often when the dajs are dark 

And thoughts are dull and frore, 
The mere remembrance of thy smile, 

Is richest store. 

Thou hast no winter in thj heart. 

No shadow in thy sky. 
Full of thy sweetness, yet apart 

The world goes by. 



^!9mmm^ 
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A SOXXET. 

IX MEXOBIAy^-KDWABD DKXLSON. 
AddreMed to our friend and feUov.vorker, B. W. H. 




[H brother ! On oar common world to-day. 
What darkness falls now he has passed fix)m 
sight, 

Who should have been first champion in the fight. 
For this our comrade kept the better way. 
And knew above the jarring passions aye 
To hold the virgin heart that beats for man. 
And scorns the lower pulses— clique or clan 
He knew not — " He is dead" they say — 
Oh in such hour the busy-motioned life, 
Drops as some soaring bird that feels the shot, 
Never to rise again — Let go the strife, 
If grief be more than duty, but if not, 
Work on. For he is with us to the end, 
A guiding angel more than earthly friend. 
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SHADOWS IN WAR TIME. 



A REMINISCENCE. 




[HERE came an echo from over the sea, 
And the dread word passed from lip to hp ; 
And war was that word which seemed to me, 
To go on the waters from ship to ship. 

It fell in the valleys of fair Lorraine, 
And deep in the meadows of sweet Alsace ; 

Jfo storm that falls on the windy main 
Ever lit such ruin or left such trace. 



14 SEADO WS ly WAR TIME. 

For vines are trampled, and fields grow red 
With a dew that comes not of flower or leaf; 

And over them all is a dun cloud spread 
As a pall that covers a people's grief. 

The sweet Moselle on her winding track, 

Once blue as the range of the still June skies, 

Euns under the shadow so foul and black, 
That her music faints in the battle-cries. 

And her sister streams as they pant along. 
With the blast of war from bank to bank. 

Have long forgotten their summer song, 
In dirge for the drowning, rank on rank, 

The fair young wife in the peasant's cot. 
Lets fall her babe as the echoes pass. 

There is sterner duty and harder lot 
Than rocking cradle or tedding grass. 



SHADOWS IN WAR TIME. 16 

For her soldier lad has gone awey 

From the rude fireside that was all to him ; 

Gone with the rest, and who shall say 
That fears are false if her eyes are dim ? 

She looks in the light of her babe's fresh smile. 
And the face of a soldier is all she sees, 

So heavy the burden, who knows the while. 
If son or father weigh down her knees ? 

In the crash of war and the tides of death 
"Who counts the blossoms they whirl away ? 

As well go seek in the hurricane's breath, 
The fairy buds of the rifled May ! 

If kings be kings in the old-world mood, 
And people be slaves as they used to be, 

What matter the groans of the multitude. 
Or the trampled hearts that all may see ? 



16 SHADOWS IN WAR TIME. 

What matter the pangs of the workman now, 
As he sits in the cold by the silent loom ? 

What matters the blood on the shattered plough ? 
Or the white shrank face in the widow's room? 

" Oh, God ! how long ? " is the poor man's cry, 
" Give Peace, Oh Lord," do the children pray, 

Say, when shall the echo of War go by,' 
And the Shadow of Death have passed away ? 



ii^Gtm^\ 
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SAVE THE FOREST! 



A PLEA FOB THE PRESERVATION OF EPPING FOREST 

FOE THE PEOPLE. 




ATE the Forest ! City dwellers ! 
Now the first-spring days are come, 
Violets in the hedge- rows quicken, 
Every bird has made a home. 

Save the Forest ! noise and clamour 
Drown us in the roaring street, 

Buttercup and daisy spring not 
Through these flag-stones at our feet. 



B 



18 SAVE THE FOREST. 

Save the Forest ! ye whose gardens 
Teem with fragrant bell and star, 

Think of those who pent in garrets 
Sigh for beauty from afar. 

Think of those, who worn with toiling. 
Wait the one allotted day. 

Galling as some hill-top beacon. 

Through the blinding ocean-spray. 

Save the Forest ! while yon oak trees 
Lift their ancient arms on high ; 

Blessing all the little children 
As the happy crowds go by. 

Yerily the breeze that greets us 
From this fair domain of play. 
Though it be as old as Freedom, 
: Brings us message of the May, 




SAVE THE FOREST. 19 

Yonder leaps the careless rabbit, 

Yonder drifts the dragon-fly, 
Brother ramblers we will race them. 

Busy idlers, you and I. 

Save the Forest ! as we wander, 
Through these arching aisles of green. 

Echoes seem to rise and mingle, 
"With the sights that we have seen. 

Echoes of a far off gladness, 

Telling, as with wizard tongue. 
Stories of our faded boyhood. 

And the sports when we were young. 

Oreen as is the grass about us. 

Blue as is the sky above, 
Fresher start old hopes that failed us. 

Tenderer wakes our early love. 



10 SAVE THE FORBRT. 

Others tread the paths we followed^ 
Others in their jonth's sweet prime. 

Linking heart and hand together. 
Plight their troth nor connt the time. 

Others, too, as we will wander. 
Touched to sadness as they go 

For the shadow follows after 
Though the dawn be all a-glow. 

Therefore, up, and save the Forest, 
For ourselves and for our kind ; 

Working for the past and future— 
Who will dare to lag behind ? 
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GABDENEB OB OOSPELLEB? 



AN OUTLINE FBOM LIFE. 




lESIDE each other in the train 
We travelled hour by hour, 
On crops, the papers, and the rain 
Our gossip spent its power. 

But somehow as the minutes ran. 
From trifles passing swift, 

The currents of our talk began 
To deepen in their drift. 



M CARDEXER OR GOSPELLERf 

Half-caltarcdy yet bo wholly true 

My fellow traveller spoke : 
A thought within me stirred — and thus^ 

Hap'hazard musing broke. 

•* You seem so earnest in your talk, 

And look so keen and clear. 
Forgive me if I ask your craft 

And what may bring you here.'* 

One moment — and a silence fell — 
Then came this answer odd : 

"A gardener — but for years long past 

I gather flowers for God." 

" What mean you ? " said I, half-afraid. 

So eager was his air ; 
Mad blood, methought, is in his veins 

And prompts him unware. 



GARDENER OR GOSPELLER t 23 

Bnt soon the tender light that rose 

Within his quiet eyes^ 
Assured me, and I begged that he 

Would pardon my surprise. 

" These flowers you gather, what are they ? 

And where may they be found ? " 
" The souls of men ! " said he, ** they lie 

Like daisies on the ground.' 



»> 



With that he stepped from out the train, 

A hasty greeting given— 
And he and I may meet again. 

No more on this side heaven. 

But gardener — ^preacher, what you will. 

He left a thought of glee. 
That in the coming years I ween. 

May light and comfort me. 



i 
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I i- — ri -r---ni -m n— !-■ — T m - i^ ■ ■ a^i _ 

Strong brother in the busy mart, 
Sweet sister where you will. 

The land is broad and life is short 
Yet comes the message still. 

Wherever here your path may lie — 
Eough road or velvet sod — 

There's room for Love to live and grow. 
Go gather flowers for God ! 



^as^^jT^i*?— 
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MY LILY. 




|EEP in the garden of my heart, 
A maiden lily grew ; 
Where never noon-day flung its dart. 
Nor quenched the early dew. 

But each Withe breeze that wakes for love, 

Would kiss her as it strayed ; 
And every dancing bough above 

Did fan my little maid. 

So gently did she wear her grace, 

So meekly bowed her pride ; 
I dared not look her in the face, 

But tip-toe went and spied. 
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Bright bntterflies about her played, 

Like pansies in the air ; 
And belted bees their homage paid. 

And fain would linger there. 

On every spray the linnets sang. 

So jocund was the stir. 
That all the sister hyacinths rang 

And shook their chimes for her. 

So in the garden of my heart. 

This maiden lily grew ; 
And never noon-day flung its dart. 

Nor quenched the early dew. 

But scarce had summer filled the sky. 
And flung her gifts abroad. 

There came a lordling prancing by 
And galloped up the road* 
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With plume and gold his palfrey shone, 

And nobly dighfc was he. 
Yet nought I ween but mock and moan. 

That gay knight bringeth me. 

Forsooth his terrace-walks are wide, 

His castle gardens fair ; 
And every clime will serve his pride. 

In bud and blossom there. 

But oh ! he spied my lily flower, 
Then ruthless broke its bloom ; 

"With him perchance it shines an hour — 
To me my bitter doom. 
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IN MEMOBIAM.^OEOBOE ORUIKSHANK. 

Died Ut Fthruary, 1878, aged 86. 




NIGHT of the generous lance, bo kindly keen, 
At last the long life tajsk is over and done, 
And the fierce light that like a beacon shone 
From out thine eagle glance now strikes unseen. 
And all the wizard forms of sweet yestreen, 
That gathered to thy bidding, folded now 
Behind the cold white pillar of thy brow, 
Sleep with the sleeping brain ; yet fresh and green, 
Break on our memory, like home woods in spring. 
Thy fairy fancies, ever on the wing. 
Yet ever touching this mad world of ours ; 
Make ready palm-leaf and immortal flowers. 
Death hath indeed a goodly coronal. 
When "Wit and "Wisdom bend above the pall. 
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IN MEMORIAM.^EDWABD SPENDEB. 

JOUBXALIST AND LONDON COBBESPONDSNT OF THE 
•* WESTERN NEWS," DROWNED WITH HIS TWO SONS, 

JUNE, 1878. 




AST night, the busy pen and eager brain, — 
To-day, the speechless mystery of the grave 
The high hope quenched, the noblest plan in vain. 
Our God has taken back the life He gave — 

So keen to hail the earliest germ of good. 

So prompt to fan the flame of right desire. 
From day to day, he found the thinker food. 

Yet fed the genial gossip's homely fire. 
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'Mid books and men his kindly converse went^ 
As some home brook that skirts the public way ; 

Yet ever turned to deeper thought that lent 
An echo of the ocean far avray — 

Now in the roaring rush of city life, 
And now in Cornish village far remote, 

His words went forth, yet never storm nor strife 
Mingled with any message that he wrote. 

Oh ! hungry wave, and crafty-creeping tide. 
With all your easy spoil on sea and shore. 

Why whelm fond father and a father's pride. 
In the fell deep that giveth back no more ? 

Yet mourn we not though his glad life be taken, 
Love hath gone with him to his sudden rest, 

And in that world to which he doth awaken, 
Surely he stayeth as an honoured guest. 
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GOINQ HOME. 




|ITTLE ERNEST sleeps to-day, 
He that was so full of play. 
Life in every limb, he lay 
Mad with frolic yester-cve. 
By the bed-side bat and ball "* 

Still lie ready to his call. 
Pleasure's self has lost a thrall. 
Yet we will not mourn nor grieve. 
He has known our earth's best power. 
Ere the dew was off the flower. 
Ere the shadow or the shower 
Fell upon the summer mom. 
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We have still the highway hard. 

With faint feet against the shard ; 

His shall never more be marred 

By the road-side dust or thorn* 

In the garden of our God, 

By companion angels trod, 

With a staff of, golden-rod. 

He will wait ns till we come. 

^^ Mother, kiss me." Is this death ? 

" Father, lift me," failing breath. 

Hardly hears the voice that saith 

/* Father," " Mother," « Heaven," " Home." 



— s«faK^ji|p?*§— — 
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A BUBAL LITANY. 




QUIET farmhouse down the lane, 

A yard, wherein the pigeons muster. 

Where boyhood may take heart again, 

Away from all the city fluster — 

The young leayes flurt above my head, 

The birds make merry in the bushes ; 
Who dared to say the world was dead. 

And all its joys but withered rushes ? 
Beyond the trees a peep of blue' 

Gleams softly from the far off heaven, 
Dear Earth, the Eden Adam knew. 

Had never holier message given ! 
Deep cares the toiling ages breed. 

High hopes that noblest hearts will cherish. 
If these are of the serpent's seed. 

And grow within us but to perish, 
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Why in these golden days of Spring, 

With Earth and Heaven in sweet alliance. 
Doth fancy soar on bolder wing, 

And bid this world a glad defiance ? 
The hurrying life, the humming street. 

Make music that becomes a city ; 
Give me this hedge where linnets meet. 

And yonder blackbird's morning ditty ; 
My love of brother is not less. 

Nor thought more harsh to erring sister. 
But rather learn I here to bless 

All forms that fill our mortal vista. 
The wayside song at random flung 

Finds echo in some sweet hereafter. 
And every flowery branch is swung 

By unseen hands to happy laughter. 
Thus this fair farmhouse down the lane. 

This yard wherein the pigeons muster. 
Can lead to prayer and banish pain. 

Far better than the city fluster. 
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A BONNET. 

IN MEMORY OF WILLIAM HOWITT. 

AUTHOB OF **BOYS* COUNTBY BOOK" AND **HISTOBT OF 

PBIBSTCBAFT/' and EDITOB OF THB ** PEOPLE'S JOUBNAL," 

WHO DIED AT BOME^ AGED 86* 




[BAD in the Caesars' City, he whose youth 
Was given to all fair forms that fill the earth ; 
Bird, bloom, and every winged sort whose birth 
Wakes a new wonder, everything forsooth 
In field or forest, with sweet eyes of ruth 
He watched and loved — ^Then, as his manhood grew. 
Well fought he for the people and their due. 
Nor faltered in delivery of the truth ; 
'Till with the same right hand that touchedthe flower. 
He smote the powers of Priestcraft to the root. 
And made them reel ; so various was the dower 
Of nature. Take, oh Bome, the ripened fruit 
Fit union found in life's supremest hour 
Eternal beauty and eternal power. 
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LILIES IN THE OlTY. 




JADED lilies in the bye-ways 
Where the sweet spring breezes play ; 
Linnets shake their mnsic o*er them^ 
Who could better dirges pay ? 

Faded lilies in the highways 
'Mid the ceaseless tide of care. 
Who is there to sing them dirges ? 
Is there sorrow anywhere ? 

Faces that were fair as angels, 
Peeping out from cottage home, 
Tom and broken in the torrent, 
Drift around us through the foam. 



LILIES IN THE CITY. 37 

Busy beats the pulse of Commerce, 
Hurrying runs the stream of Trade, 
Who dares pause and bring to haven 
Wrecks that cruel hands have made ? 

Sin in scarlet flaunts about them. 
Craft is ever on the wing; 
Surging passions sweep and toss them 
Out of human reckoning. 

Who is now his brother's keeper ? 
Who to-day his sister's guide ? 
Every man will keep his pathway. 
Selfish in the selfish tide. 

Lilies that have drifted downward. 
From sweet haunts where they were born. 
Make no wreath for brows whose wrinkles 
Speak their tale of greed and scorn. 



88 LILIES IN THE CITY. 

Keep them in your happy valleys, 
Ere the dew be scorched and dry ; 
link them with the waving grasses 
That the spring has scattered nigh. 

Purer hands are there to gather, 
Purer hearts are there to beat ; 
Sadly do the woodland whispers 
Suit the burden of the street. 

Tears of pity, gleams of mercy. 
Come too late to nurse or save ; 

And the blackness of the city 

Falls but on the lilies' grave. 
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THE LORD'S PBAYEB IN MAT FAIB. 




DAINTY hands, close-locked on dainty books, 
With delicate cross incrust with precious gems ; 
fairy faces with divinest looks, 
Meek as the lilies on their fairy stems ! 

Sweet is your shrine, and through the perfumed aii' 
*' Give us this day our daily bread," ye pray. 

So softly move your lips, never more fair 
Touch of twin blossoms on the virgin may. 

Surely this is the garden of our God ? 

And all the old serpent's slime has vanished here ; 
Here falls no shadow on the velvet sod. 

Here comes no glister of the passing tear. 
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Ban from your churches — scarce a league away, 
The stonn is up, and from the heavens overhead 

There comes a voice that says, or seems to say, 
" A hundred thousand have no daily bread ! '* 



~-S«nS^N 
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TO MY LITTLE NIEOE "DAISY, 



99 



IraRAISYy thou couldst not find a sweeter name, 
"^~ If all the world were open to thy search, 
So English, yet so general in its fame. 
And pure as dawn irom every soil and smirch. 

If thou can'st live as humbly as the flower. 
Within whose fringed breast the sun is laid, 

Thou shalt indeed inherit such a dower 
As never far-off golden islands paid. 

If thou can'st school thy heart to take the dew 
That surely day by day our earth supplies, 

Be thy life-shadows henceforth many or few. 
Still shalt thou keep communion with the skies. 
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In every land through which thy feet may stray. 
Twin sisters wilt thou find on plain and hill. 

Their loveliness that cometh with the day. 
Though nights be dark and cold abideth stilL 

None are so poor, they may not share thy lot. 
And none so rich they better beauty bear. 

So high thy kinship, oh ! forget it not, — 
A Daisy should be welcome everywhere* 



— ---g«^l|i?RSI^»S>^^ 



PEASANTS AND PHEASANTS. 45 



FEASANTS AND PHEASANTS. 




|8 I walked in the woodlands of Gunwell, 
Alone, in the fall of the year, 
I thought, why the Baronet's done well 
So many plump pheasants to rear. 

For here, as I stroll in the shadows. 

The glory of Phasis, behold ! 
In crowds from the copse and the meadows, 

Eesplendent with crimson and gold. 

Yet somehow my spirit discovers. 

Sad contrast in fashion and fate, 
'Twixt the pheasants that stalk through the covers, 

And the peasants that slouch at the gate. 



44 PEASANTS AND PHEASANTS. 

The birds have their pick of the harvest, 
And coops to turn into if cold ; 

But labourers want no sach helping, 
They are hardier far, I am told. 

See ! there are the cots of the peasant. 
How snugly they lie by the ways ! 

(Mrs. Hemans has thought them so pleasant, 
She can't say enough in their praise). 

Yet the thatching is certainly shabby, 
And the windows oppressive with gloom ; 

Whilst mother, maid, stripling, and baby. 
Must all be packed up in one room. 

May be that it's good for their morals 
For humility courts not the eye ; 

Yet, though I don't wish to pick quarrels, 
Methinks there is something awry* 
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Why, the gold that is lavished on keepers, 

If but to good uses it came. 
Might solace a thousand poor weepers. 

And rescue as many from shame ; 

And may be the game-bird that's crowing, 

So lusty and proud in the mom. 
May lure certain gaol-birds hereafter 

To trample by night in the com. 

'Tis good to be free with one's money, 

And good to have plenty of fun ; 
But I hold good reports from a teacher 

Are better than those from a gun. 

Yet stay ! I am growing too pleasant, 

And may be my logic is wrong, 
But surely this " peasant and pheasant ' 

Carries more than the jingle of song. 
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Then baild up the school-house and cottage. 
And plough up some covers betimes. 

Good lack to the sports of old England. 
Bnt don't let us buy them with crimes. 



— ^i*^aiiiiK?»§'r.— 



POOR LAW RHYMES. 

(Written in 1871,; 
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IN THE PORTER'S OHAIR. 

(A PICTUBB FSOM BUMBLBLAND). 



u 




OU'fiE not in the parish," he said ; 
"We have plenty enough to do. 
Do you think that the ratepayers* bread 

Is meant for such folks as you ? 
Why, I sit in the chair all day, 

And have hardly time for a wink, — 
There's some one knocking away ; 

That widow again, I think." 
^* Well, ma'am, have you got your loaves ? 

I djaresay you think it fine 
To come with your blubbing and tales 

When folks are just going to dine ? 



\i 
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Your order's not right ? I daresay 

Yoa went there an honr too late : 
With a couple of hundred to pay, 

It's likely they're going to wait ! 
** Seven children ?" What then ? You've got 

Three loaves and two ounces of tea ; 
They must be a hungry lot 

If that isn't enough — Dear me ! 
That bell goes a-ringing again," 

" Please, sir, here's a woman in fits ; 
She's lost her child they say." 
**A mighty good job— dead as nits! 

A hundred of such would pay." 
"But please, sir, the woman is ill, 
And the doctor's gone to his lunch." 

** Very likely — ^it's just on his hour ; 

Stand aside, do you hear ? *Mr. Crunch." 
" My name." — ^We've got a mad case, 

Such a hubbub you never Lave heard ; 
Woman says she has lost a good pjace." 
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"Por stealing, of course ? Ton my word ! '* , 
*^ Well, no. She's a child in her arms, 

A brat of some fortnight old ; 
And she says, thongh I don't see its charms. 

That its better than silver or gold. 
Then she talks of some father, and says 

He's a gentleman quite." "Bedad, v 

Take her in, then !" — Ah, sir, if you please — " 
" What, Irish again ? one would s'pose 

We were made of tobacco and gin." 
"Lord bless you, dear sir, 'tisn't that. 

But it's just if you'll put a word in. 
I've a darling three years and a half. 

And he looks like a cherub from heaven ; 
Bless the Lord, he's dying. You laugh. 

And it's only the House that they've given." 
** Well missus, we can't have you hero : 

If you like, you can come in to-morrow." 
" But the darling is going !" — That's queer, 

But perhaps you a coflSn may borrow." 
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" Och, sir, if you were a mother" — 

" That's enough with your Irish again : 
(Jet along now. — ^Why Jim, there's another 

A-knocking. Here give us a drain (drivlks) ; 
Not so good as the GriflSn. Well, sir, 

Have you brought us your daughter to-day ?" 
'* Brought my daughter ? Why she can't even stir ; 

It*s a case of consumption they say." 
" Consumption : well, if it go on, 

You won't have her long on your hands." 
" She's my only one left." — " When she's gone. 

Why, you'll just be without her ! Here, Brands, 
Show the cove where old Jallaper lives ; 

He's doing duty for Squills, 
I daresay he'll mix you a draught, 

Or give you a couple of pills." 
" Pills or draught ! But consumption — " " Oh, Yes, 

You're wanting port wine and all that ! 
Pretty fancy of paupers ! I guess* 

You'll wait till you get it — that^'s flat. 
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More children ? Well, whafc is it now ?" 
" Please, sir, mother's beaten us so. 

And we want the police ; tell us how." 
" Get along, or I'll soon make you go !'* 

'* But please sir — " " Be off ; did you hear ? 
Why, the pudding is getting quite cold. 

And the gravy's as thin and as clear 
As soup for the sick. I am told 

They're getting much meaner of late — 
No grub when they visits the schools. 

Anyhow, if they think at the gate 
We're going to be starved, they're fools. 

With all this weight on our minds, 
And all these jobs to our hands. 

If they trifles with porters, they'll find 
Pretty rates on their houses and lands. 

Anyhow, I do what I'm told ! 
Why, I've turned away twenty since ten : 

These paupers are getting too bold — 
There, hand us the pewter agen." 
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GOOD ST. PANOBAS. 



A HYMN IN A CHRISTIAN WOBKHOUSB. 







OME where the paupers hVe, 
Labour and strength are past ; 
Surely the poor may die ; 
Peacefully here at last ! 
Yet as we pass this way. 

Hark to the noise o'er head — 
Only the rats at play 
Over the pauper's bed, 

Listen — and understand 
This is our Christian land. 
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Come to the pauper's side ; 

Watch by his couch an hour. 
Surely good angels glide 

Hither with healing power ! 
Why thus shudder and shrink, 

Brother ? Our help is vain — 
Fever herself would sink 

Over this open drain. 
Shudder — ^yet understand 
This is our Christian land. 

Come to the pauper's gi'ave ; 

Surely the sweet free earth 
Bringeth rest to the slave. 

For death is better than birth. 
Cast him in with the lot ; 

" How many buried to-day ?" 
** Twenty or more — I wot 

Ratepayers have to pay. 
Reckon — and understand 
This is our Christian land. 
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Turn to tho panper*8 God, 

Leaving chapel and church ; 
Here on the breathing sod, 

Gnardians lefl in the lurch. 
Surely the day shall come 

When the wrong is over and done ; 
Lord, in thine own high home 

Pauper and peer are one. 
"Wait— for the day is at hand. 
Though not in our Christian land. 



— -"S^a^litiS?^^ 



DEAD -BUT NOT BURIED. 57 



DEAD— BUT NOT BURIED. 
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[EAD — ah me ! and they say 
Hunger has done it — well 
Maybe she's better away 

Poverty's worse than hell. 
Only bones and straw — 

What's this under the quilt ? 
Money for rent — by the law 

Landlord take it. — Whose guilt ? 



^t 
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Not mine," cries Bumble, " I said 
** Come into the house last night," 
Not mine/' says Dangle, " I dread 
Famine fever, and think I'm right." 
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Law must do what it's told. 
Charity does what it likes. 

If both do nothing, we scold — 
But does that help Mrs. SjkesjP 

Lay her decently out. 

Cover those lank, stiff limbs ; 
Come then, gapemonth lout, 

Creature of foible and whims ! 
" Haven't the time," you say, 

** Hunting twice in the week 
Poverty over the way 

Isn't for me to seek." 



Yet in the season you spend 
Hours at the play, I hear ; 

And your languishing lady friend 
Can keep you hovering near. 
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" But the bank and the shop press hard. 
And we cannot do as we choose ; 

And the rates and taxes, alas ! 
Press on us worse than the Jews." 



Oh brother, wearj of work ! 

Oh sister, weary of rest ! 
How much more will you shirk 

Duties nearest and best ? 
Eest from the counter and till. 

Work when gossip is done ; 
Brother and sister, still 

There is something for every one ! 

Come, it is not very far. 

This street to the right will do. 
There is the leading star — 

A face that is watching for you. 
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Maybe we are very late. 
Yet even now there is time : 

Here is the true Heaven-gate, 
And thanks are the Angels* chime. 



A^ 
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STONES FOB BBEAD. 



A BALLAD OF THE METSOPOLITAK LABOUR YABDS. 



**What man is there of you, whom if his son ask bread, 
will he give him a stone ?"— Matthew vii., verse 9. 




|T0NES ! what more would you ask. 
Only six bushels a day. 
What sort of delicate task 

Will paupers want next, I pray ? 
Oakum or stones — there's a choice 

Of labour fit for a prince ; 
Yet you come with such pitiful roice. 
That it almost makes me wince. 



i 
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Yoa say that joor fingers bleed 

With the tany oakam threads ; 
You'd like fancy-work — indeed. 

And coffee bronght up to yonr beds ! 
Perhaps on an eider down 

You'll sort out some ribbons and lace, 
You look so new to the town, 

And have only just lost a place ! 



Here's oakum enougli for ten. — 

Red eyes in the comer there. 
No blubbering ! — a dash of my pen 

Will dock you of half, beware ! 
•• Not enough when all's paid ?" you say 

Wliat next with those workmen's rights ? 
I'^ivo ponce for eight hours a-day 

Atui a lonf to take home at nights ; 
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Watchmaker ? — with fingers fit 

For exquisite wheels forsooth ! 
A turn on the treadwheel a bit 

May do for a change my youth ! 
I daresay you've spent your wage 

In tipple, and come on the rates : 
Tour mainspring broke — in a rage 

You wind up at the workhouse gates ! 



Anyhow my orders are dear. 

So get along to your work ; 
Eight hours by the clock — d'you hear, 

And half commons for them that shirk. 
And if you want any more. 

As you feel so wronged — no doubt — 
Why write to the Poor Law Board, 

They want some force from without. 
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Anyhow there's the Guernsey stone. 

What more can you ask or think ? — 
A Bothschild's highnstepping roan. 

Goes over with hardly a clink. 
The Baron must down to the 'Change, 

And my lady must down to the Mall ; 
And if still there's a jolting — ^how strange^ 

Our paupers do nothing at all ! 



[^ Voice in the Distance,] 

Oh God, if out of our Tiew 
Thou hearest a people's groans ; 

Speak ! how many hearts, and true, 
Lie broken there with the stones ? 




^L 
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A GARDEN IN BOOK-IIARA. 




HAVE a little garden, 
In the heart of the City roar, 
And thither the fairy fancies 
Come flocking in by the score. 

I keep my little garden 

As trim as a velvet plot. 
And the dust, and the sun and the mildew. 

May gather, but harm it not. 

There are flowers in my little garden, 
That never shall fall or fade ; 

Like an everlasting Eden, 
They blossom in sun and shade. 



E. 
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I go to my little garden 
And gather what wreath I will. 

Anemone, pink, or pansy. 
Their memory hannts me still. 

Yet mine is no miser's garden 
Kept under key for myself: 

Gome in and choose your posy, 
—Out of the open Shelf. 



--^-^-itmi^um*^--^— 
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IN SEASON AND OUT. 




|ADY, the night is fair. 

And the light of the stars o'erhead 
Makes the gleam of your golden hair, 

Shine out on your snowy bed. 
The flowers you wore at the ball 

Are withered and crumpled, alas ! 
For the fresh Talley-lilies pall 
In the fume of your lamps and gas ! 

Is it only your foot and your eye 
Are wearied out with the whirl ? 

There is surely more in your sigh 
Than the breath of an idle girl. 
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You went from your house in the square. 

And the carpet was down on the flags — 
Did you see how your carriage and pair 

Had startled that bundle of rags ? 
« She's drunk "—that's all that they said. 

And you leant back again in your brougham. 
Did you deem that bundle so dead, 

No pity could dawn on its gloom ? 



*' You know it is sad," you say, 

*' But it cannot be helped as we are, 
For hardly a night goes by 

But a woman falls down, as a star." 
A woman ? Ay, well there is more 

Than rags on that cold pave-stone ; 
In the gleam of the ball-room floor. 

Did you think of her looks and tone ? 
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You step with a satin shoe. 

And you rest on your damask chair ; 
Are there none of our briars and rue, 

"Woven in with the flowers you wear ? 
As the h'ghts rock up to the roof. 

And the dancers reel in the glare. 
Is there never a stain on the woof 

That you weave of your fancies there ? 



It is easy to dance with the tune. 

And merry to float with the tide, 
But even in the heat of our June, 

Some blossoms are drifting aside. 
There are lilies trampled and torn 

In the by-paths even in May ; 
Do you think of the hearts forlorn 

That break on the broad highway ? 
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You mean no ill to your kind, 
For that soft hand slipt in your purse 

Will give to street cripple or blind — 
Do they never thank with a curse ? 

You give to your fair groom-lad 

Spring flowers for his sister in bed ; 
You have seen her once. " It is sad 

To live in the mews/' you said. 
Poor child, she has come from the fields, 

And doctors say she will die. 
" Consumption will run ; though it yields 

For the time, must kill by-and-by." 

But what of that bundle of rags ? 

You smile with a beautiful doubt ; 
But the starlight is there on the flags. 

And you, sweet, are home from the rout. 



I 
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You cannot rest as you are, 

For the very flowers at your feet 
Loot up, as with pitiful eyes 

They are calling you down to the street ; 
And your beauty, alas for the dower ! 

Seems sad in the still cold night ; 
You are more than a ball-room flower, 

And angels are with you to-night. 

Shine out to the morn, dear Love, 

For the lamps and the stars wax pale ; 
Float out as on wings of a dove. 

Fair Pity — Come torrent or gale. 
There is more in the one sweet prize 

Of a sister holpen and well, 
Than in all the fire of your lover's eyes. 

Or the fame of a London belle. 
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IN MEMORY OF CHARLES DICKENS^ 




|REA.T heart, the world was better for thr 
beating ; 

Now thou art gone and all the world is reft. 

How shall we give thy parting spirit greeting ? 

How shall we hold the memory that is left ? 

Thou would'st not ask the desolate deploring. 
Such as when good ship goeth down at sea, 

Vainly ariseth, while the waves downpouring 

Break o'er the corpse of the gallant and the free. 

Rather the sunh'ght of a people's gladness, 
Rich in the wealth that thou alone hast given. 

Falls on the head that out of human sadness, 
Rests on the height of thine own imagined heayen. 
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Still as thou sleepest, voices from our city, 

Through whose dark haunts thou wentest as a light 

Waking the soul of mercy and of pity, 

Sound as the angels quiring through the night. 

Voices of lone ones on whose desolation 
Falls not the glory of the earth or sky, 

Better than all our idle lamentation, 
Bless thee, who found them and hearken'd td their cry. 

Voices of those who fallen and degraded. 

Yea as our world would, common and unclean. 

Thou in thy wisdom dared not have upbraided. 
Weep o'er thee lost, though haply never seen. 

Yea and a homage further yet and louder, 

Breaks from our brothers on the western wind. 

Dowered with the half-world, verily they are prouder 
Of the whole heart thou gavest to thy kind. 
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Sorely the chord beneath the hashed Atlantic, 
Never sach message as yesterday has holden. 

Almost with grief so sudden and gigantic, 
Snapped ere its tale to language was unfolden. 

Where shall we lay the fast departing embers ? 

"Where shall we hang the hero's robe and crown ? 
Little the busy wanderer remembers, 
. Shrines of the great souls in our noisy town. 

Under the silence of his own grey mountains, 
Sleepeth the Seer beside the quiet lakes. 

Yet as the stream of everlasting fountains, 
"Welleth for ever the homage that he takes. 

Deep in Church aisle and near his own sweet Avon, 
Sleepeth our Shakespeare, — ^was it not his choice ? 

Where is the fane had given such a haven ? 
Beauty and meekness meet there and rejoice. 
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Where is the dreamer from whose golden fancies. 
Flowed the fair torrent of his god-like talk ? 

Girt with green graves where in then: summer trances. 
Wander yonng lovers down the pleasanj} walk. 

Therefore in sight of yon old-fashioned dwelling, 
Fair with a glory more than shrine can show. 

Here with the Roman flag on high apswelling. 
Nobler than Roman will we lay thee low. 

And through the far-off centuries un-numbered. 
There shall remembrance lingering at the grave, 

Stir in true hearts the love that never slumbered. 
Shrined in the bosom of the gentle and the brave. 
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THOMAS OAItLYLE. 

Bom, 1795. IHed^ 1881, 





{here is a silence when the storm goes by. 
There is a silence when the seas are spent. 

But the dread hush when some true heart is ren 
Is more than silence of the seas or sky. 
Our Seer has passed, and fourscore years defy . 

The fiery sleet of malice idly hurled. 

And all the chatter of our busy world 
Drops in his presence. Silent let him lie. 
Yet shall his voice, as some great captain's horn 

Blown on the breezes from a northern height 
Above the plain and through our misty morn, 

Waking the untold legions out of night, 
With word and work — no word without its work- 
Call to the battle. Shall we share, or shirk ? 
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A HOME KINGDOM. 




|N a dear old garden, 
Where the arching sky 
Like a broad blue banner 
Shields me as I lie ; 

In and out the shy birds 
Peep from bush and tree ; 

No red deed of rapine 
Need they fear from me. 

Only an ancient song-book 
Lies open in my hand ; 

"While the spirit of the season 
Keeps tune that I understand. 
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I have no companions with me 
Save bird and breeze and book. 

And thoughts of the roaring City 
Flow past me like a brook. 

Oh, bounteous realm of freedom ! 

Oh, land of fair delight I 
My heart, like a happy wariior. 

Rejoices in its might. 

Was ever King in Athens, 
Or Lord of far Cathay, 

Dowered with so rare a kingdom 
As this sweet summer day ? 
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THE OLD PSALM. 



A HYMN FOB THE SUNDAY LEAGUE. 




|01NG to Church on Sunday, 
Hearing the parson preach. 
Pointing a far-off Heaven 
Out of the worker's reach. 

Going to Church on Sunday, 
Hearing the anthem sung. 

Fifty white-robed urchins, 
Lusty of lips and lung. 

Is this glory or worship ? 

Loveth He gifts like these ? 
Dead as the leaves that flutter 

Over the frozen leas. 
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Walking oat in the woodland. 
Hearing the sweet birds sing, 

Catching the wind's low music, 
Spellbg the thoughts of Spring. 

Walking down by the ocean. 
Hearing its wondrous chime : 

Wave unto ware repeating 
Psahn to the end of time. 

Weaty sister aud brother, 
Here in the heart's free shrine 

God hath built Him a Temple — 
This be your Church and mine ! 
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MOTHER'S LOVE. 




|OVE thou thy mother ; when the light 
Of her young life bums calm and bright. 
Sweet thoughts and deeds are in her train. 
Thou wilt not meet their like again. 

Love thou thy mother ; when hot youth 
Must scale the rugged heights of truth. 
Through all the weary march by night. 
Her face shall guide thy footsteps right. 

Love thou thy mother ; when the years 
Grow dim with wedded hopes aud fears, 
Another's hand, another's heart, 
May lure thee, keep the better part. 
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MOTHERS LOVE, 

Love thon th; mother ; thongh the gi 
May coTer all that earth shall Bare, 
Her apirit, lite a goidiog star, 
Shall lead thee where the angels are. 
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THE OLD HOME HALL. 




|A0K in the Old Home Hall, 
Father, mother, and I ; 
And I look with the eyes of manhood 
On the boyish days gone by. 

The house is as heretofore. 

The windows row on row. 
Staring — empty of faces. 

But fiill of the long-ago. 

With half-distrustful iread 

I pace the garden plot, 
TiU the very grass a,round me 

Seems full of forget-me-not. 
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THE OLD HOME HALL. 

The pond where I nsed to angle 
Lookg smaller dow than theo, 

Bnt BtQl &om the aelf-same willow 
I startle the water-hen. 

With Bcnnj of flight she wanders 

Awa; to her hiding-place. 
And like silver leaves before her 

Are the shoals of the startled dace. 

I walk in the old Hall meadows 
And sit on the old elm seat. 

Where the woodpecker clangs as he pc 
And the river mns at mj feet. 

May be there is little altered — 

Bnt I am a hnsiness slave, 
And the brother that led my pastime 

Lies under the Red Sea wave. 
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He loved the old Home Hall — 

There was none to match it elsewhere — 
But he sleeps far out of its shadow. 

And I cannot follow him there. 

The sisters that shared our pleasures 
And laughed at our bootless sport, 

Are married and scattered — ^Alas ! 
Love-steered to a distant port. 

Back in the old Home Hall, 

Father and mother, and I ; 
Heaven is over us all. 

And gamers the days gone by. 



llPr 



roaLICE, I had chenehed 
■"■■ Hopea that should not d 
All as bnds hare perished 
Ere the daw was diy. 

Alice, in what regions 

Bides thy spirit now ? 
Ci^es come down in legions, 

Angel, where art thon ? 

Through mj years departed 

Shines a single face ; 
Sackward, broken-hearted. 

Pilgrim steps I trace. 
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Holiest of Holies 

Where young love may rest, 
Alice, where thy goal is 

There I know is best. 

Star of earth's best beauty, 
Lamp of Heaven in sight, 

Life or death, with Duty, 
Thou wilt guide me right. 
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GOLDEN HAIR. 




|0N6 ago I saw my Golden Hair, 

Amid rough men and rougher women^ she 
Looked with blue eyes, as com flower in the sheayes, 
I a poor student in the roaring pit. 
How many years have rolled their course since then. 
Yet still the self-same Golden Hair is here. 
Deep in a heart that, like the ocean, holds 
The shadow of all forms that come and go, 
Filling our life with beauty. As I move 
Amid the crush and clatter of the world. 
The vision, aye, the thought, of such a face, 
Is more than all the wealth that others take 
And lose in taking. Little Golden Hair, 
Be with me when the shadows gather round. 
And I must tread the path that leads us home. 
Be with me when I touch the gate called Death, 
Be with me in the peace that men call Heaven. 
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A PLEA FOR THE WILD POPPY. 



WgS^ H ! lazy, nodding poppy of the fields, 
^^ That likest to some saucy serving-maid 
Flauntest thy weeds amid the work-day corn, 
The farmer loves thee not, and many a vow 
Is registered to lay thy beauties low ; 
Yet dost thou win the little children's heart. 
And many a village Queen has held her head 
The prouder for the tribute thou hast paid. 
Wave, then, thy shining scarlet to the breeze. 
And let, at least, the poet breathe his prayer 
For daily bread, that is not of the grain, 
Yet feeds the soul that gladdens all the world, 
Thy random beauty is not all in vain. 
And idle hearts may happy worship bear. 
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A SONNET. 

COMPOSED WHILST BEADING MILTON AMONG THE 
MOUNTAINS OF BOSS-SHIBE. 




SAT and read the page of him who wrote. 
Of Eden and of Eden's loss, whose days 
Were dedicate to Freedom and the praise 
Of Freedom's work ; and while I read, there sprang 
A storm npon the mountains, till they rang 
With thunder, and before my startled gaze 
The near hill-side, one moment all ablaze. 
The next lay green and still — and sweet birds sang. 

So, thought I, in the motions of thy mind. 

Thou Master-soul, with elemental might, 

And sudden as the lightening or the wind. 

Thy thoughts could make within thee noon or night. 

Now dark as are the abyssmal depths of Hell, 

Now soft as heavenly slopes of asphodel. 
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\A SONG IN A BARGE. 




|IGHT and Day, Night and Day, 
With a lazy motion, 
Glides our barge, as we sway 
Onward toward the Ocean. 

Now by long sweet meadow grass. 

While the larks np-carol ; 
Nature hails us, as we pass. 

In her best apparel. 

Now by bending wall of trees. 
Where the bees make merry ; 

Come there calm, or come there breeze. 
Drifts our silent wherry. 
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Now by dripping moor and swampy 
Where shy plover settle ; 

Now by truant gipsy camp, 
Blithe with pot and kettle. 

As we go, to and fro. 

See the happy faces 
Peering at the passing show 

From their hiding places. 

Folk that fret in City dens 
Have their toil and bustle ; 

Better music's in the fens. 
And the reeds' low rustle. 

Night and Day, Night and Day, 
With a steadfast motion ; 

Like our barge Life glides away 
Onward to the Ocean. 
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[OEDS too lightly spoken 
Come not back again^ 
And sweet buds are broken 
By the softest rain. 

Words may strike as arrows 

With too cruel smart ; 
He who heeds the sparrows. 

Heeds the wounded heart. 

Words may be good angels. 
Winged with love and light ; 

Bearing God's evangels 
To the homes of night. 



f4 WORDS. 



Words may be as devilB, 
Slaying where they fsll ; 

Oh, the bitter evils 
Coming at their call ! 

Guard the might thns given. 
Sowing weeds or flowers ; 

Spreading hell or heaven] 
With these words of ours ! 
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QUIET LIVES. 




|H, qniet lives in far-oflf leafy lanes^ 

Or hid high ap the misty monntain tops ! 
What know yon of onr City's foam and fret. 
So far away ? 

What know yon of the water's wild nnrest, 
For ever strewn with wreck of heart and hope ? 
What of the jaded spirit's sickly stir 
Above the tide ? 

All tender thoughts of happy country ways, 
That spring as cowslips by the meadow-side. 
With flutter of the fresh-awakened birds,— 
These are your own. 
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Light lies the dew upon your bracken heda, 
And softly stays the shadow where it falls ; 
For us the roar of life is in our ears, — 
We find no rest. 

Sweet are the changes of the circling year. 
Pair spring, brave summer, autumn, winter frore. 
These at the hand of God ye take unsoiled. 
Oh, quiet lives ! 

Yet have we deeper meanings gathered here. 
And holy hopes above the torrent's roar 

Eise, as of old the dove from fabled Ark, 
Above the flood. 

Tours be the music of the field and wood. 
We take the message of the street and mart ; 
In the far land whereto we all are bound, 
Which shall be first ? 
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A GOOD TEMPLAR WAR SONG. 




I PEED thee Good Templar, the world is a- weary 
Waiting the conquest o'er sorrow and sin , 
Fear not ! the highway, though darkling and dreary. 
Is compassed by angels, go battle and win ! 

Thine is the glory that knows no repenting ; 

Thine is the fame that is happy and calm ; 
Curse of the orphan or widow's lamenting. 

Taint not thy tdumph nor sully thy palm. 

Lo I in the palace, with beakers all golden. 
The king and his company pause in their feast ; 

The light of thy goodness, once raised and beholden. 
Scatters their revel as dawn from the east. 
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Poor is the grandeur from manhood d^raded^ 
Though gemmed be the chalice that carries the wine, 

Seen in thy presence, how broken and faded 
The wreath of earth's beauty that once was divine. 

Though dragons of old had their tribute of beaniy. 
And sweet were the maidens that fell as their prey 

Worse dragons are haunting our pathway of duty, 
And more are the captives that languish to-day. 

In castle and cottage, in hamlet and city, 
The prisoners are pining — ^they wait but thy word. 

And under thy guidance, the rays of fair Pity 
Shall save them far better than stroke of the sword. 

True knight of the future, thy helmet and banner 
Gleam from the vanguard that conquers the world; 

Proud will be paean and high the hosanna. 
Sounding thy triumph, when war-flags are ftirled. 
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|F old when the might of crusaders went forth. 

And Peter the Hermit aroused them to war, 

From the slopes of the South, from the crags of the 
North, 

Men stirred them to battle, and hastened afar. 

They woke from their dreaming, they buckled the 
sword, 

In the first flush of glory, they heard but the cry— 

" The Cross is in peril, the shrine of the Lord 

Is wasted by Moslem — ^go, save them or die !" 

They went to their warring, they conquered or fell. 
And Acre and Joppa were steeped in their blood ; 

While still to our children the story we tell. 
Of Godfrey the gallant and Louis the good ! 
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There's rust on their harness that hangs in onr hall. 

And the tomb of the Templars is all that we 
save ; 

Bat the light of their deeds shall not perish or pall. 

While we gather the daisies that grow by their 
grave ! 

But we have fresh battles for Knights of the Cross, 

♦ 

And a greater than Godfrey now calls to the fight ; 

Hark ! the wail of the widow that mourns o'er her 
loss, 

The sob of the orphan that starves in the night ! 

No leaguered Damascus, no towers by the sea. 

Heaped high with the slaughtered, now promise 
renown, 

Tis the shrine of the Spirit, the hope of the free. 

And worse than the Moslem that tramples them 
down! 
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There's a Saladin stalking each street that we pass, , 

See the insolent banner that flaunts as we go ; 

Then come to the conquest, drop flagon and glass, 

And charge in God's name on the ranks of the 
foe ! 

See the ** Saracen's Head" in each village and 
town, * ) 

And blight and despair are the shadows it 
throws, 

Then woe to the witless that sleeps in its frown. 

For he's sowing the thistles in place of the rose ! 

How the crowd rushes in, how the crowd staggers 
out! 

Lopk yonder, the thousands that fall by the way ! 

Oh ! where is the Richard will put him to rout ? 

Oh ! where is the Tancred will cripple his 
sway? 
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^'Bnt there's light and there's warmth 'neath tiic 
Saracen's head^ 

And dark are oar dwellings/' the wretched onee 
cry. 

<< There's life ia the ale cnp^ 'tis better than bread, 

" And a voice in our bosom says, * drink it or die !' '* 

Oh, fools ! there is death in that life which ye take. 

For this Saracen knowcth the weapons which 
slay: 

The warmth in his cnps is as breath from the 
snake. 

And the doom of to-morrow is hidden to-day ! 

" But there's gold on his banner, and beauty appears, 

Aye smiles on the vassals that come at his call.'* 

May be, but the banner is soaken with tears. 

And syrens will sing though they're weavino" the 
pall. 
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This Saracen's head hath upreared it too long^ 
And daring and fonl are the deeds it hath done ; 

Then shame on the craven^ and woe to the throng 
That leave the fell giant to triumph alone. 

The sword of the Templar clave buckler and shield. 
And low sank the caitiff that dared him to fight ; 

But stronger than steel is the truth that we wield. 
And better than breastplate the cause that is right. 

Then up, ere the host be too mighty to quell, 

(Ah me ! how we march o'er the dying and dead !) 

In the strength of our fathers, for all we love well, 

Strike home now, and down with the Saracen's 
Head ! 
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THE GREAT OOD GIN. 




|lGH on his throne sat the great God Gin^ 
And he looked on his blazing haU^ 
There was light without, there was light within, 
There was music over all. 

Yet far above him the sweet stars shone. 
And the moon sailed out of the cloud,— 

Do they know of the ghastly work that is done 
In the palace that looks so proud ? 

Quoth the Great God Gin, •* There is none like me, 

For I rule over rich and poor ; 
And streams of men like the rising sea 

Flow in at my open door. 
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" The fair frank lad and the rosy maid 

Come tripping in with the rest ; 
I care not who if my tithe be paid, 

And I take of the people's best. 

" A shower of gold when the week is done, 

I get from the teeming mill ! 
And sweet is the music as one by one. 

Their shillings roll in the till. 

" But the wage of shame is as clean to me 

As the best of the labourer's toil ; 
And many a daughter of night I see 

Come up for her moment's foil. 

" She lores the light of my goodly halls. 
And quaffs the respite she finds therein. 

So merry the laughter that round her falls, 
A fig for the sorrow that comes of sin ! 
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^^Bat I have a smile more keea than her's 

And I langh in my heart as the slaves go by, — 

Do they dream of the devil that in them stirsi 
Or the hell that kindles the glazing eye ? 

" Look under my throne as I count my dues. 
No royal robes have I gathered there. 

Strange things in a palace^ what king would choose 
To take such tribute or ask such share ? 

** For dead men's bones have I heaped amain. 
With skulls once home of the world's best wit, 

Hearts long broken, and fair hopes slain, — 
All these have I cast in my seething pit ! 

** And in and out goes the river of Death, 
That looked from afar like a silver stream ; 

Who thought as he quaffed with jubilant breath. 
That this was the end of his joyous dream ?• 
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" The maid that danced with the flowing gold, 
And the man that stooped with the silver shred. 

Have fallen together, their days are told, 
And both lie now in my ghostly bed ! 

" The soldier that went from the peasant's cot, 
And stood to the foe as a tower of strength,— 

He too is here — nor sword, nor shot, 
Has sent him back to the dnst at length. 

" The sailor that braved the rolling seas, 
And mocked as the swooping storm went past. 

Is wrecked in port — ^he is one of these, 
Shatter'd and sodden, and sinking fast ! 

" Wherever I look is my trinmph spread, 

In city, or village, on land, or sea. 
No- moor so desolate, wild and dread, 

Bnt payeth first its toU to me ! 



110 THE GREAT GOD GIN. 

** Some say in scorn, that a time shall come 
When all my palace shall melt in gloom; 

My store be scattered, my gorgeous home 
Shunned in the dark as a leper's tomb. 

** They speak of knowledge, they hint of law, 
* We will bind this Great God Gin/ say they ; 

As the wind that harries the flying straw, 

I laugh from the heights of my boundless sway ! 

** I count my forts — they are far and wide, 

And blaze through the night like a beacon-chain 

Do the pigmies know of the power defied ? 
Do they count the list of my royal train ? 

" Come Law, come Knowledge, I care not when, 
I break them both as a shivering glass ; 

My throne is set in the lusts of men, 
I reign for ever — they wane and pass !*• 
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So spake in his glory the Great God Guiy 
And the lights flared np as his words went forth^ 

There came no answer, without and within 
They bowed their homage, they told his worth. 

Voice in the Distance. 

Thus hath this Great God dared and done. 
And the lands are dark in his ghastly sway,-— 

Oh Law ! oh Knowledge ! oh both in one. 
Gome down and bring us the better day ! 
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BLUE EYES IN AN OMNIBUS. 




jITTLE Blue Ejes, little Blue Eyes, 
Dreaming through the summer day. 

As I look into your brightness. 
All my cares are blown away. 

Springs that bore the breath of childhood. 
Days that were one long delight, 

In the sunshine of your beauty, 
Haunt me as the dreams of night. 

Daisies such as poets picture, 

Violets such as lovers wear. 
Wreathe themselves within my fancy, 

Waft me onward, as in prayer. 
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Tiny feet aronnd me patter. 
Tiny voices fill mine ears. 

And, a moment, lifted from me. 

Falls the burden of the years. 

Little Blue Eyes, little Bine Eyes, 
Tell me, in some distant day. 

Will you still be guiding heavenwards. 
Or be lights that lead astray ? 
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|AISIES and king-cups 
For a little child ; 
Fair are earth's glories 

Eound us blowing wild. 
Ribbons and feathers 

For my lady's head ; 
Devil's out a-fishing 

Where will she be led ? 
Going out a-maying, 

In the gold and blue, 
Heaven's in the offing, 

Angels are in view. 
Going out a-shopping, 

Flounce of silk and furs, 
Who will guard our fairies, 

From the cruel burrs ? 



116 CONTRASTS. 

Flower, weed« and briar. 
So the world must grow ; 

€k)d is in the gamer, 
What wiU harvest show ? 
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IN MEMORIAM,— ROWLAND HILL. 

Bom, 1795. Died^ 1879. 




|0T in the roaring battle's red affray, 
Nor in the crush of Commerce, sick for gain. 
Thy wreaths were won, but rather in the train 
Of happy Progress, bringing gracious sway. 
Thy trials and thy triumphs held their way. 
Still, as of old, established powers, in vain, 
"Withstood the coming of the better reign. 
And urged, as office will, the long delay. 
But now, wherever fortune sets her sail 
On Southern seas or under Northern sky, 
Wherever service speeds the flying mail, 
Or Love his message sends with smile or sigh. 
There shall the laurel gather round thy name. 
And knit the world's four comers in acclaim. 
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MRS. GRUNDTS SUNDAY. 

A PLEA FOB BATIONAL BSGUEATION ON THB SEYENTH 

DAT. 




[ear God ! I am wearj of Grundy, 
And sick of her whimper and cant ! 
Mag-piety makes of Thy Sunday 
A wilderness dreary and gaunt. 

Lithe fingers that toil all the week-days. 
Wan eyes ever watching the wheel. 

Must close o'er a tract or a sermon, 
Or stare at shut shops till they reel. 

Little children whose hearts are a-leaping 

For beauty of blossom and bell. 
Must be warned how, alas ! they are sleeping 

On brimstone that savours of Hell. 
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Our youths, too, that crouch at the counter. 

Yard-measuring life as it flies, 
MuBt be penned in grim pews on a Sunday, 

And never look up with their eyes. 

No walks in the wood or the moorland. 

No journey by carriage or train, 
Tho' glimpses of ocean may teach them, 

A Gospel not written in vain. 

" Far better," says good Mrs. Grundy, 
" Our youth should be sitting at home. 

Digesting their Butler, or Paley, 
Or learning the " Errors of Rome." 

" What use is a smatter of science 

For men at the counter or till ?. 
Let them keep to their Ryle, and Leigh Richmond, 

And leave alone Huxley and Mill. 
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" If they want recreation they have it ; 

A lecture next week will be given 
On * Book-keeping taught by the Bible, 

Double-entry to fortune and heaven.' " 

But surely my theme is too solemn, 
And vainly the trumpets we blow ; 

This Jericho will not surrender/ 
The champions faint as they go. 

Mrs. Grundy has funds at the banker's. 
And armeth her well for the fight ; 

Soup kitchens or church prosecutions 
All help on the mission of light. 

Mrs. Grundy has friends in the Commons, 
And better still, friends in the Peers. 

M.P.'s and K.G.'s as apostles. 
Will surely find listening ears. 
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Then let the good lady go preaching, 

Our highways are open to all ; 
But somehow I dream in the future 

Better Sabbaths than her's shall befall. 
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lis sighed for lands beyond the seas. 
He tired of kith and km ; 
** My home is scant and mean," said he, 
" These meadows hem me in." 

His mother wiped qnick tears away. 

His sisters bid him speed ; 
"God bring thee back !" his father cried, 

" Now are we poor indeed !" 

The good ship clave the Atlantic wave. 
And bore him far from home ; 

Yet echoes from the sweet hill-side 
Went with him on the foam. 



THE SETTLER'S PRA TER. 12a 



He sought the prairies rolling far. 
He drove the plough a-field ; 

And many a virgin acre bowed 
In autumn's harvest yield. 

**This is the land for which I yearned, 

I tread the freeman's soil; 
Behold my loaded wains, that bring 

The triumph of my toil." 

So said he, and the arching sky 
Smiled on the settler's home, 

'^Dear God, I would that all poor folk 
Across the seas could come !" 

Yet hardly had his prayer gone forth 

Upon the listening breeze, 
Ere thoughts of hill-side far away 

Stole round him on his knees. 
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** These prairie plains are wide and bare, 

This welkin rings me in ; 
Where is my mother*8 wonted kiss ? 

Where are my kith and kin ? 

*• The loaded wains must journey on 

To markets far away ; 
W]]ei*e is mine English village-green ? 

Where arc the fields for play ? 

'* My father at the cottage-gate 

My sister by the well, 
Are more than all these seas of grain ; 

I miss the little dell." 

Let freedom waft her banner wide 

Across the Atlantic stream, 
Her stars and stripes are poor beside 

The faces in his dream. 
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God grant him strength to bear the weight 

Of toiling years in store, — 
That night the settler knelt in prayer 

Beside his father's door. 
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A SONNET. 

WRITTEN IN ** SELECTIONS FROM WORDSWORTH,** EDIT] 

BT MATTHEW ARNOLD. 



ByMnERE was a time, nor seems it long ago» 
■■™" When the low breathing of thy mountain lyi 
But dimly stirred the stream of our desire. 
So thickly fell the mists above the flow 
Of daily care and drudging. Soft and slow. 
The music gathered, till ever higher and higher, 
As the first lark that leads the spring, a-fire 
With all the soul of song — it seemed to glow. 
Now in the world's glad wonder freely blown 
The rapture of thy thought is wafted forth. 
And to the pilgrim gaze a poet's throne 
From that loved cottage of the quiet North, 
Gleams with a glory Caesars have not known. 
And musical as Memnon speaks thy worth. 
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A SONNET. 

WBITTEN IN THE LIFE OF CHABLES WATEETON, THE 

NATUBALIST, 




I ELL had'st thou learned a mortal's truest 
prayer, 

Loving all things that breathe. Oh, wise old man ! 

Nothing that comes and goes in Nature's plan 
But found meet praise from thee. All birds in air 
Wandered at will, nor feared they net or snare, 

And every beast went free of bar and ban. 

Towards all God's creatures so thy bounty ran, 
That every life with thine had place and share. 
Then rightly, in the twilight of thy days. 

Life burning kindly to its latest hour. 
Thou did'st ordain, — and reverent care obeys — 

Here by the loved old Hall in woodland bower. 
With fitting service of the earth and sky. 
Beneath familiar oaks, thy bones should lie. 
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jHINK not the sorrow that thou caa'st not speak 
Is less than that which like a river flows 
And waters all the cheek with eager tears. 
The speechless hath a mnsic of his own. 
And in the heart's deep fountain echo finds. 
It is the summer gnat and giddy fly 
Dance to the babble of the passing brook ; 
The mountains and the pine-trees* pillared shade 
Sleep in the shadow of the dreaming lake. 
And the great grief which is too big for words 
In its own silence highest worship brings. 
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|N a sweet May morning, 
When the lawn was green, 
Tripped a dainty lady 
Like a fairy queen. 

From his castle chamber. 
Stepped a youthful squire ; 

Proud as any monarch, 

Chief of all the shire. 

Then on knee low-bending, 

As at holy shrine ; 
** Lady," quoth he, " Bless me — 

And the land is thine." 
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Came a little nrchin. 
Mortals call him Love ; 

And with fairy arrow. 
Struck him from above. 

'*Be you peer or peasant, 
Keeping hut or hall, 

Enow ye slavish lovers, 

I am lord of all." 
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ODGE laj at noon by Had he&gd-nm vide. 
And he polled his lock as ibe iqphe rode bj: 
Quoth he, as he lodced on his limbs with pride^ 
''Now, what^s the differeooe'twixt Squire and I ? 

'^ The Honse, to be sore, stands stories taH, 
And the Park around it spreads fai and nigh. 

My cottage is damp, and low, and small — 
Is that the difference 'twixt Squire and I ? 



" The Lady Angela drives through town, 
With flunkeys behind her six-feet high — 

My little ones toil till the sun goes down, 
Is this the difference 'twixt Squire and I P 
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** He sips his wine and he takes his cake, 
While the wind and the snow go howling by ; 

My meal off cabbage and crusts I make. 
Is this the difference 'twixt Squire and I ? 

He draws his rent and he mounts his steed. 
Nor knows how poor folk live and die ; 

I tramp in the cold till my ankles bleed. 
Is this the difference 'twixt Squire and I ? 

Hodge turned him around. In the bough o*erIi 
A thrush sung out to the blue June sky ; 

" I joy in the gifts of God," he said. 
Is this the difference 'twixt Squire and I ? 

" The Squire looks over his park and hall, 
And he counts his acres with doleful sigh ; 

My one rose-bush seems better than all, — 
Is this the difference 'twixt Squire and I ? 
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" The Lady Angela hangs her head. 
With nothing to do, as the hours creep by ; 

My merry ones shout in the daffodil-bed, 
Is this the difference 'twixt Squire and I ? 

He keeps his feast and he calls his guest. 
But the Doctor dwells in the house hard by ; 

Sometimes an empty stomach is best,-^ 
Is this the difference 'twixt Squire atid I ? 

** He gets his plenty and pines for more, 
I find my little enough. By-and-bye 

A richer than both will judge our store, 
And where'U be the difference 'twixt Squire and I? 
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THE DOOMED SHIP. 

WRITTEN IN BOYHOOD, 1857. 
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OIST up your sails ! take in the gales 
And cheerily off we go ; 
What reck we now ? The murdered man 
Eots in the hold below. 

" So cast him forth, 'mid foam and froth. 
Where the billows are plunging free ; 

For the shark will play for his hideous prey 
Down in the dreary sea. 

" Then wrap the dead in sheet and shred. 

But touch not a tainted limb ; 
For the white worms glare thro' his grizzly hair 

And the eyeballs wild and grim. 
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"Yet mark me, crew, whate'er we rue 

For the corpse that lieth there. 
Though ages set you will ne'er forget 

That dead man's dying stare. 

** For I have tossed on many a coast 

Full fifty years, I trow ; 
But never till now 'mid haunts of men 

Saw I a stranger brow. 

"Down in the breeze of the Northern Seas, 
Where the icebergs heave and groan. 

In weary toil for the wild bear's spoil, 
I've wandered all alone. 

"And I've cooled my mouth in the fiery South 

"With camels at dawn of day. 
Where the simoom's breath blew its blast of death. 

Yet scathless turned away. 
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'' Bat now, in troth, I pledge my oath, 
Thongh the world be wide to 8can» 

However wide, it cannot hide 
The glance of that mnrdered man. 

'' Yet dastard part ne*cr held my heart. 

So cheerily off we go ; 
The whu-ling wave be the foeman's grave. 

Then fling him down below." 

He spake the word, no whisper stirred 
On the ocean's noontide breast ; 

Bat a far-off flash, and a dreamy splash — 
And who shall tell the rest ? 

Done is the deed — like a frighted steed 

The vessel leapt up to view ; 
Yet a moment more she has flown before 

Far over the billows blue. 
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Then many an honr^ through storm and shower. 

Till the night came cold and drear, 
Sped on that bark in the heaving dark, 

And the crew waxed wild with fear. 

For in vain they tried the good ship to guide, 

The rudder had snapped in twain ; 
Like an arrow true to the north she flew. 

And the helmsman's art was vain. 

Yet still they swore as in hours of yore, 

Till the revel grew loud and high. 
And the rending shout of their drunken rout 

Startled the midnight sky. 

And the wild bird-flock, from the far-off rock. 

Flew forth with a fearful glee : 
While to and fro the fish below 

Eushed in the reeling sea. 
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Bat dark and lone the ship speed on. 

Like a phantom child of night. 
With ghostly sail so wild and pale, 

Under the dim moonlight. 

Yet with reckless souk they filled their bowls. 
And the sparkling cup they drained ; 

Nor dreamed as they quafied that joyous draught 
Of the doom that yet remained. 

For one had a lay of a long-past day. 

When he lived at his heart's desire, 
With his father's fold in his mountain hold. 

And boyhood's early fire. 

And another would rove with his first young love- 

In the dewy fields of morn. 
Till tears would start irom his bursting heart. 

Which the others laughed to scorn. 
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But the captain's brow grew darker now, 

And his glance was cold and grave ; 
As apart from the rest, with frenzied breast. 

He gazed upon the wave., ' 

" Now hold your song, you thoughtless throng, 

Nor scorn ye my words," he cried : 

" For, by God's high heaven, though morrow be 
given. 
We shall no more abide. 

" Laugh if you will, and take your fill. 

What matters that to me ? 
So wait the sun, but of us not one 

Its gladsome light shall see. 

" For with bound and leap thro' the frozen deep 

Has the good ship drifted now ; 
And the waves dash in with an icy din 

Over the shattered bow. 
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^ And fitt* firom s^ht in the starkss nigfat 
Is the wild beards wmtchfol kir ; 

For m gi^ifelf meal with the fionished seal 
9iaD acxm be girai him thoe.** 

Then a diriek arose ftom that land of snows 

Far orer the odd white main. 
Tin the holding wares from their oozy caTes 

Roared back the soond again. 

And aboTe and below was a sound of woe. 
Till the nigfat was pale and gray. 

And the breeze on its track bore coldlj back 
The Toice as it rolled away. 

Yet still throagh the stonn one steadfast form 

Ho6e up from the coward crew ; 
For the captain's frame looked yet the same. 

And his heart beat firm and true. 
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But he told a tale to the heedless gale^ 
And his hands were clasped in prayer ; 

For he spake of a friend with a woeful end 
Under his guardian care. 

Then he looked once more to the far-oflT shore, 

But never a voice replied ; 
Yet a moment passed — he has plunged at last 

Down headlong in the tide. 

But the ship still flew with its sinfid crew 

As it scudded before the wind ; 
Yet when mom came forth in the frozen North 

Not a soul was left behind. 

But a dull dark stain on the icy plain, 

"With seagulls gathered round, 
Alone bore mark of that cursed bark. 

No other trace was found. 
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So periflhed all, both great and smaU, 
That smned on that evil day ; 

For theirs was a crime nor tide nor time 
Can ever wash away. 
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WEITTEN IN LONGFELLOW'S "AFTERMATH 

AND OTHEE POEMS," 

PBEBBNTED TO MY MOTHEB, 1877. 




|AKE mother these songs of the singer, 
That come to us over the sea, 
And know that the heart of the bringer 
Keeps tune with their message to thee. 

Though plucked with the sheaves of September, 
There is gold in this wreath that I bring, 

Por Autumn has thoughts to remember. 
As sweet as the promise of spring. 
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Then voioes that faded and left ns. 
And seemed fcnr a while to have fled, 

Oime back, and the sorrows that deft us. 
Will open the gates of the dead. 

And through them with wings as an angel^ 
That scatters the wreck of the jearsy 

Love, bearing a deathless Evangel, 
Makes fraitful our harvest of tears. 
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